the poet the manner of its own artistry, to hold fast
to the image, to brood on its beauty until it becomes
what it contemplates and is itself a blossoming tree.
It is not the secret of such art as I have myself, for
my genie would melt all forms into bodiless spirit.
It looks with wonder on its opposite whose art is to
project defined and shapely images and which gets
its life from this art. That precise carving in words
is in the first poem in this book, where the crab tree
grows in the imagination with its stiff, twisted
beauty, and, as we read, it becomes as sturdy a
dweller in memory as its prototype in earth. Again
in the Coin from Syracuse how determined the genie
is to miss nothing of the hard drawing of the beauty
it sees until the features

"Crowned with the thickly rolled
And corrugated gold"

are built anew in fancy with the curious hands

"lost
On the sweet Asian coast"

and then we know at last it was some Irish beauty
had started the genie on its interpretation of the
ancient image, some one

"Come of the old stock, .
Lords of the limestone rock,
And acres fit to breed
Many a likely steed,
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